TUMBLING  IN   THE   HAY

" The Registrar never offered my mother a chair,
but left her standing. She walked out"

"She couldn't stand it any longer," Barney ven-
tured and hummed a laugh.

" But I bet he offered her his little red book," said
Weary quietly,

" That bloody little book is the ruination of me,"
Barney said. " Ever since my mother got it, I can
never cod her out of a penny* She knows how much
every lecture costs and sends the cheque direct. All
I can make anything out of is money for medical
books, and Jimmy only lends five bob on a thirty-
shilling edition."

" Jimmy knows so much about medical books that
he ought to be well qualified by this," Weary sug-
gested.

" Couldn't you pretend that you had to take out a
grind ?" I suggested.

" But she would want to know the name of the
grinder, and she would make out the cheque in his

name."

" Well, let Weary be the grinder and we'll split the
fees."
" No, no," said Barney, " I'll grind Weary and let
him touch His Da."
" I'll grind the pair of you," I volunteered.
|| Trinity swank already," Silly Barney said.
" You'd be in a nice stew ir his mother wrote to
Bermingham for your character," Weary cogitated,
meaning me.             v, ,
u /' B.ut * can imag^e a ^tter to myself," said Barney
u 'With all his cycling and all his athletics, he can
still find time to teach you.' "
" If between the three of us we can cure Golly we
won't want any money, for we will get perpetual tick,"
Mac opined.
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